CHAPTER 6                          IN THE OLD TOWN
T
A HE BOMBERS that often flew over our heads, without dropping their loads upon us, were bound for Stare Miasto, the Old Town on the banks of the Vistula, and so were the shells of the German artillery For eight days the strategic Old Town adjoining our district of Powisle in the north had been under constant fire and in the thick of battle. Its defenders could not last much longer without sleep or rest To relieve them a call for volunteers was issued all over the city, for soldiers, nurses and liaison girls We knew that once the Old Town fell, the days of our own district would be numbered, and that its lot today would be ours tomorrow.
Sweeper smiled broadly when he saw me getting ready to go.
"Good," lie said. "ItTI be jollier with you along, Aneit*
To reach, the Old Town from Topiel Street in the prehistoric days before the Uprising was a matter of a short leisurely walk. In twenty minutes one could get to the ancient Cathedral of St John. Or one could promenade to the Old Market Place to feed the pigeons there. Or one could go late at night, after a ball, to the Fdaer wine cellars where generation after generation of Fukiers tad boasted of serving the choicest wines in all Warsaw.
But this was August 9,1944 AH the usual routes were barred by German forces. There was only one safe road to the Old Town: through the sewers.
Before the Uprising, as far as I know, the Home Army never used the sewers as passages. The first time I ever heard of their use for military operations was during the Battle of the Ghetto. Many Jews escaped through the sewers, Wken the Germans discovered their undergrwmd
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